THE PEONY OF PAO-YIT

SAN-LANG was slowly walking home, reading a book
with so much diligence that he not infrequently
collided wifch a sedan-chair or with a pedestrian in the
streefc. On such occasions, without the least discom-
posure, he would smile apologies, blink a moment at
the sun, and then continue his study.

Suddenly San-Lang came to a standstill, dropped
the book into a capacious sleeve, and listened
astonished, as he was greeted with a merry peal of
laughter.  He was still more amazed when a soft
ball, covered with silk, struck him gently on the
cheek.

Now San-Lang, though a scholar of considerable
repute, knew well what that ball signified. He was
aware that it had been thrown by a lady who regard-
ed some one with favour, and not only with favour,
but with a touch of romance as well.

San-Lang picked up the ball, admiring the design
that had been worked upon it.  As he did so, he
shook his head gravely.  " There must be some mis-
take," he said solemnly. tc If I thought for a moment
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